FEAR NOT YOUR ENEMIES March 1981 by Ellis Harlanson 


This argument for gun control, written shortly after the December, 1980 murder of John Lennon, 
appeared in the adult fantasy magazine Heavy Metal, which is referenced several times within the 
piece. 


John Lennon's on the menu. The worms are having him for dinner. 

It's a fucking banquet: Martin Luther King, Bobby Kennedy, Luke Easter, Sarai Ribicoff, Stella 
Walsh, Lyman Bostock, Michael Halberstam, and one hundred and fifty assorted nonentities 
slaughtered each week, every week, here in our macho democracy. Nonentities, that is, to all but the 
mothers, fathers, sisters, brothers, husbands, wives, children lovers and friends to whom each of 
those nonentities meant something. 

I'd have included JFK in that list, but we all know that executive ticket-punch was part of a 
giant conspiracy. 

And | don’t want to bother with the pitiful little conspiracies that include only maybe the CIA, the 
Mafia, the FBI, the Dallas police, Communists and anti-Castro terrorists. That kind of conspiracy is 
shirred eggs and squashed potatoes. What | like dealing with is the big conspiracy, the one you're a 
part of. 

Thought we didn’t know you were high up in the order of the big cabal, didn’t you? Thought we 
didn’t notice, right? Well, we noticed; so don’t go slobbering over the loss of John Lennon, you 
cowardly punk. Don’t beat your breast as you stand out there in the cold behind the NYPD sawhorses 
across the street from the Dakota, kiddo. We’re on to you, and as far as I’m concerned you're as 
guilty as Mark David Chapman of pumping those four shots into Lennon’s back. 

You didn’t cry for 69-year-old ex-Olympic star Stella Walsh on December 4th when some 
sonofabitch left her face-down in the parking lot of a discount department store on Cleveland’s near 
East side, wiping out the 65 track records she set in her extremely worthy lifetime. You didn’t cry 
when Luke Easter was blown away on March 29, 1979 outside the Cleveland Trust; probably 
because you didn’t give a shit that that old black man hit twenty-five homeruns in two months in 1949 
and played a lot of first base for the Indians. You didn’t cry for twenty-three year old Sarai Ribicoff, 
senselessly shot to death in the course of a petty holdup outside Chez Helene in LA's Venice section; 
most likely because she was Senator Abe Rlbicoff’s niece and a Jew and a newspaper reporter and 
hell, that’s three strikes right there; no pity for the rich, the powerful, the vocal and the members of the 
International Money Conspiracy. And you’re probably only wailing over Lennon because it’s in the air 
and gives you the chance to vent some of your fear and frustration. But you belong to the big cabal, 
chum, and we see through your disingenuous sorrow. 

You started your membership sucking up the BB gun ads in copies of The Incredible 
Hulk and Batman comics. You paid dues every time you sat in a movie theater and watched 
the fever-sick violence dreams of Dressed To Kill or The Texas Chain Saw Massacre and 
went down the line proclaiming twisted crap like that “high art” as do some of our more 
prominently brain-damaged film critics. You rose in the ranks every time you accepted the 
eloquent vocabulary of a bullet in the gut or a punch in the mouth as the final statement of 
any argument on Starsky & Hutch or Charlie’s Angels. So now you're a fully-paid-up, 
card-carrying psychotic doting on the wonderful full-color panes in Heavy Metal that show 
some poor slob with his head blown apart like a casaba melon. And you’re as much against 
gun control as our soon-to-be-installed Chief Executive, Mr. Reagan. 
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And you know what he said, mere hours after Chapman’s Charter Arms .38 special had its 
say? Well, Ronnie said: “I’ve never believed that gun control laws would help reduce 
violence. | believe in the kind of legislation we had in California. If somebody commits a 
crime and carries a gun when doing it, adding five to fifteen years to the prison sentence.” 

I'm glad so many of you voted for that kind of asshole thinking. Mr. Reagan’s terrific 
use-a-gun-go-to-jail law is so effective that Los Angeles has become Murder City: homicides 
for the first ten months of 1980 were over 800 in the city proper and over 1500 in the county. 

Reagan, you crepuscular old fart, what the hell is wrong with you?! Who gives a 
damn how long Chapman lies up in the slam? Lennon is dead, you puddingbrain. Dead. 
Revenge don't beat the bulldog. Chapman wasn’t some amoral mugger making his living in 
the streets ripping off wallets and tv sets. He was a nut. Like all the other nuts who commit 
a murder every 24 minutes, night and day, every day of the year in this country. When the 
hell will you read the statistics, Reagan? When will you realize that over fifty per cent of all 
the gun slayings every year are committed not by the dreaded composite 
darkie-mestizo-latino alley killer but by friends and relatives, by angry lovers and total 
strangers when you screwed them out of a parking space or gave them the finger in a moing 
car. Fifty per cent and more: stupid accidents where a ten-year-old kid sprays his brain 
matter across the bedroom wall playing with Daddy’s surrogate penis, the bureau drawer 
Luger; heat of passion arguments in which your girl friend opens up your stomach so your 
intestines start unwinding on the carpet like a Duneworld sandworm; deadly 
misunderstandings like the one that killed baseball star Lyman Bostock, a case of mistaken 
identity that didn’t mean a damn because Bostock was on the menu. 

How about that, gentle-reader, out there crying because Lennon bit the dust, how 
about that you’re a member of the big conspiracy headed by Uncle Ronnie? You like the 
tag? 

Don't give me no shit about how you ain’t in on it, Chuckles. You're in on it! Because 
if you weren't you’d be doing something about it, instead of sitting there on your ass growing 
lesions on your brain watching television and putting all that good dope up your snout and 
reading half-witted sci-fi trash and eating junk food till you're too lazy to get out of the chair 
to take a dump. If you weren't part of the conspiracy to keep the National Rifle Association 
one of the biggest goddam lobbies in Washington, you'd be sending all your spare cash to 
Handgun Control, a citizens’ lobby in Washington. 

And don't hide behind that god-fearing gobbledegook, either. I’ve had it up to here 
with Rev. Jerry Falwell and Ernest Angely and Billy Graham and all the rest of those TV 
clowns perverting the tenets of rectitude. They want to censor books and movies and tv 
and magazines to fit some ancient worn-out idea of purity, but all those fundamentalist 
millions who'll deluge a sponsor with vengeful letter because some model exposed her thigh 
in an advertisement won't lift a finger or a buck to beat the NRA lobby at its own game. And 
you know why; because all those Christ-shouters own guns . . . or if they don’t they actually 
believe that the Constitution gives any dip who can sign his or her name to a handgun 
application the right to own a .357 magnum. 


FEAR NOT YOUR ENEMIES March 1981 by Ellis Harlanson 


| do not think it coincidence that Mark David Chapman was into flying saucers, acid, 
Jesus worship, pistol-firing tests, and cultism. The moment the news flash broke in on the 
radio, the night Lennon was shot, | said to Jane, “You watch: he'll turn out to be a Christer.” 
And sure enough. 

Because that’s all the same game. 

It's removal from reality. And only a step or two from “Vengeance is mine, sayeth the 
Lord” to seeing oneself as the instrument of that vengeance. Who knows what leper’s soup 
streams in Chapman’s cauldron of a brain? And who cares? If he hadn't been able to get a 
gun in Hawaii so easily, he might not have been able to get Lennon so simply. Yeah, | 
know; he could have knifed him, garrotted him, hit him with a 2x4. But not from five feet 
away. Yeah, people kill people . . . with guns. 

| have no tears in me for John Lennon. I’ve used them all up on King and Kennedy 
and a woman | once loved who was raped and then murdered— with a handgun-— in the 
parking lot of a bowling alley in the San Fernando Valley. 

So you can dry your public show of misery, lil heavymetal babies. When it’s fashion 
time for roller disco or cowboy boots or electronic wargaming or freebasing or whatever the 
panhandlers have in store to separate you from your bucks next season, you'll forget. Amd 
you'll renew membership in the big conspiracy. 

Let me leave you with these words from the Polish poet Edward Yashinsky, who 
survived a Nazi prison camp only to die in a Russian one. “Fear not your enemies, for they 
can only kill you; fear not your friends, for they can only betray you. Fear only the indifferent, 
who permit the killers and betrayers to walk safely on the earth.” 

And don’t write me no shitty letters telling me how concerned you are and how dare | 
defame all the good li'l heavymetal babies out there with Teflon’d nostrils who simply abhor 
violence. Send some money to Handgun Control in Washington, punk. 

Or cop to being one of the indifferent members of the big conspiracy that killed John 
Lennon. Goo goo goo joob. 

Or, as John once wrote: Happiness is a warm gun. 


